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He {land to day for thee and me and Troy, - 

7 ro)l. Brother, you haue a vice of mercy in you. 

Which better fits a Lion then a man. 

Hector. What vice is that ? good T rof.tu chide race 
for ic. 

Troyl. When many times the captiue Grccian-falis^ 
Euen in the fanne an d winde of your faire fword- 
You bid them nfe and liue. 

Heel. O tis faire play. 

Troyl. Feoles play by heauen Hellion. 

Heel, How now l how now ? 

Tray/, For th’louc of all the gods 
Lets leaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mother,, 

And when we haue our armors buckled on, 

The.v.enomd vengeance ride vpon ourfwords> 

Spur them to ruthfull worke,raine them from ruth,. 

Hell. Fie fauage.fie. 

Troy. Heclor then ’tis warres.. 

Her?. Troy lies I would not haue you fight to day. 

Troyl, Who fijould with-hold me ? 

Not fate,obedicfice,nor the hand of Mars. 

Beckning with fierie tiunchion my retire. 

Not Priamtes and Vie cub a oh knees. 

Their eyes ore-galled with rccourfe of teares, 

Nor you my broth er.with your true fword dra\vti€j. 
Oppofd to hinder me,fhould flop my way, 

'Enter Priam and Cajfandra. 

£aj[. Lay hold vpon him, Priam hold him faft } 

He is thy crutch : now if thou loofethy flay. 

Thou on him leamng,and allTroy on thee. 

Fall all together. 

Triam. Come Heel or .comet, go back, 

Thy wife hath dreamt, thy mother hath had vifioa?} 
£aj[andra doth forefce,and I my felfe. 

Am like a prophet fuddenly enrapt, 

To tell thcc that this day is ominous .% 


of Troy lus and Creffcida, 

Therefore comeback. 

H ec. Aeneas is a field. 

And 1 do fland,engagd to many Grcekes, 

£uen in the faith of valour to appeare. 

This morning to them. 

Triam 1 but thou fhalt not goe. 

H ec. I muft not breake my faith. 

You know me ducifall, therefore deere fir. 

Let me not fhame rc{pe6l,but giuemeleauc 
To take that courfe by vourconfcnt and voice. 

Which you do here forbid me royall Triam. 

( ajf.O Priam yceld not to him. 

And, Do not deere father. 

H ec, Andromache I am offended with you, 

Vpon the loue you bearc me get you in. Exit Andrew, 
Troy. This foolifh dreaming fupcrftitious gtrie. 

Makes all thefc bodements, 

. faf O farewell deere Hector. 

lookehowth u dy’eft lookehow thy eye turnespale, 

Lo ke how thy wounds do bleed at many veins, 

Harke how Troy roare?,how Hecuba cri.s ouc. 

How poore Andromache fhrils her dolours foorth, 
Beholddeftui(5tion,frenzie,and amazement^ 

Like witlcfle on iques one another meete. 

And a! cru- Hector.Hectors dcad.O Hector. 

Ttoyl Avay,away. 

C.(. Farewell, yet l oft .* Hector I take my leaue. 

Thou ,'o'fl thy felfe a.id all our Troy dccesue ? 

Hue. You are amaz’d my l'.eg ,*,at her exc.atme, 

Coe io an a cheere tie towne,_ 

Weele forth and fight. 

Do deeds worth praifc.and tell you them at night, 

Priam, Farewell, the gods with iafetie (land about thc& 

Alarum. 

Troyl, They are at it harke.proud Diomedhe leeue. 

I come to loofe my arme.or amine my fleeuc. 

Enter Pan dar. 
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